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It has been argued, not perhaps without some justification, that
extreme piety of the narrow Puritan kind is akin to mania, and there
can be little doubt that John Ridley was on the verge of madness.
His wife had betrayed him: his wife must be punished, His God
had failed him: he would deny his God. Vengeance is mine, saith
the Lord; but if He fails unaccountably to repay, then surely it is
the business of some self-chosen instrument of His will.

All day long he brooded as the thunder of guns grew closer and
the excitement mounted higher. All night he brooded, while men
cleaned rifle and sharpened sword for the glorious reunion of the
morrow and women watched sleepless through their last night
within these accursed bullet-streaked walls. And in the morning
found himself detailed to the little detachment that was to fight its
way out to the Mott Mahul to link up with the relieving force attack-
ing from the Mess House.

Ridley's heart lightened. His God had heard after all. He had
appointed him as instrument of His wrath. For, if there was one
thing certain, it was that Delacey would be in the very van of the
advance. Bullets would still be flying thick and fast: who could
tell or even trouble to inquire, whence one particular bullet among
thousands came?

Certainly, having chosen him as His instrument, God seemed to
give him all facilities : which, in Ridley's opinion, was merely right
and proper and confirmed him in his opinion.

He had a good modern rifle, one of the Lee-Enfields whose
greased-paper-capped cartridges had been one of the supplementary
causes of the Mutiny. Unscathed where so many fell, he fought his
way into the Moti Mahul, while from the other side Hopkins and
the 53rd stormed the Mess House and a second banner of England
floated above it, waving a proud answer to its gallant prototype above
the Residency. Unnoticed, he slipped up to the roof.

Three sepoys who had taken refuge there from the slaughter
below rushed at him with the courage of cornered rats. Ridley cut
down the first almost indifferently: who was this creature to inter-
fere with the terrible justice of God? The survivors glanced at his
set face and blazing eyes. " Aie, he is mad! Fly, brother, fly!"
And they fled to certain death below.

Ridley ignored them. He found a corner of the roof looking
southward over the battlefield. The 53rd were doubling across it,
cheering wildly, Hopkins at the head. Hopkins, not Delacey; he
would have recognised Delacey anywhere, in any disguise. He
raised his eyes, looked farther afield to the Mess House.           *

On the slope outside it stood three men, talking, indifferent to
the shells and bullets that showered round them from the still